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The L.ondon Theatre

I 3 LTHOUGH it is a commonplace
of conversation that the war
has awakened the people of this

country to reality,” observes a writer in

“The Athenwum,” “it is occasionally a little

difficult to avoid the suspicion that the only

reality to which we have in truth been
awakened may be the reality of war."”

And pursuing the tenor of this contem- |

plation, the writer notes:

“We are in the habit of clozing our eyes
so resolutely to all other issues that one
sometimes feels tempted to parry the ques-
tion, ‘Do you know there is a war on? with
the counter question, ‘Do you know there are
other things on besides a war? Because that
is a staring reality which must
blinked. There is the war—and there are
the home fires; and the song-writer is per-
feetly sound in suggesting that if we suffer
the home fires to die out, we shall one day
awaken to the shivering reality that, if there
is nothing to live for, there was nothing to
die for cither.

“And so, when people declare, as they often

do declure, that serious discussion of art, of
musie, of litersture, of the theatre, is out of
place in these unhappy times, they lose

sight of the fact that war is a matter of
life as well as of death, and that to have
found ourselves’ as a nation at last is but

a melancholy discovery if we have ‘found
ourselves’ only as a nation of warriors,
‘Come, come, they say, ‘it will be time
enough to diseuss the drama and all that
when peace i signed.” But will it be time

not be |

| tafor who has been moved by s performance
| of, suy, the *(Edipus Tyrannus’ has simply
| been very badly ‘had.’ |

“The result is that, quite apart from ita
willingness, the vctual capacity of the pub-
lie for being illusionized is rapidly diminish-
| ing, and the instinetive attitude that is grow-
l' ing up among audiences is the attitude of the
gmall boy toward the conjurer of the party. |

“All this is having a marked effect on the |
writers of our ‘legitimate drama,’ which now |
consists almost exclusively of light eom- |
edies. Soms of the plays now being acted |
in the West End are so uncertainly writun|
that it is almost impossible to tell whether

| the dramatists intend you to believe in them | .

or not. .
“For example, in Mr. Harold Terry's 'Gln-l
ersl Post’ at the Haymarket—a play with |
| many merits -the author frequently holds
| his characters up to ridieule, obviously sug- |
| gesting that ‘you must not really believe all |
this"—and you obediently do not; till he
suddenly founds on you, so to speak, with a
passage in a completely different key which
| is intended more or less to bring a lump inte
your throat, with the result that this con-
tinual tossing from the artificial to the real, |
and the real to the artificial, reduces one to
o state of limp, submissive bewilderment.
“Mr. Cyril Hareourt's ‘Wanted a Husband’ |
is another eomedy of this deseription,
The same disconcerting error of treatment
| is to be found, in a subtler but far more un-
| endurable form, in Sir James Barrie's ‘The
| 01d Lady Shows Her Medals,’ with its sly
| passages about wounds and its sentimental

enough? Sometimes 1 wonder whether it :u'pl”“gf! about death—the unplessant nste]
|

I p— . : Eo s e of which is happily dissipated by Mr, Milne's
not already too late. Certainly, it is hm]charming S u:comprumisih:!y S |
going to he easy to work back to benuty|lw Sy o Taaon 1 sl awie]
when we have willingly let go her hand and Sra L0 |

lost ourselves in such a labyrinth of horror. dramatists.

“Ix London the theatre has deteriorated  ¢¢ ET the public now delights in these
A  with alurming steadiness since the war | plays. Actions which in real life

bBroke out: and though its descent might be | would fill us with indignation pass on the

deseribed as a descent not so much from | stage as delicious manifestations of highi

Avernus as from Primrose Hill, it seems to | spirits if the ‘heroine’ who commits them iri

“THE P

( By permission of Major the Hon, Alec P. Henderson)

I in art circles, where he had achieved

a position of positive and highly indi-
vidual distinetion. It is pointed out that
while many brushes of the period may be
more robust and assertive, more foreible
in their manner of stating convictions,
none of them possesses quite the “subtle
sympathy” of the brush now relinquished
its ‘“sensitiveness and tender

HE recent death of J. W. Water-
house, R. A., has been keenly felt

have pretty well reached sea-level (which is | pretty enough or the ‘hero' sufficiently per-|
the main point), and may sink beyond recall |
if some sort of lifeboat is not promptly
launched, What we need is a counteraction
to that incorrigible blackleg, the revue, the

| sonable.

1

“And all this, not because our elhical!
standpoint has undergone any marked revolu- |
tion, not becauge we have become more lib-

—quite
appeal.”

IPING BOY"
By J. W. WATERHOUSE, R. A.

—Courtesy of The International Studio

The personality of this painter is spoken
of as being as attractive as it was excep-

chief aim of which appears to be to hold all | eral-minded, but because ~well—after all— tional—“a personality which quite possi-

the legitimate expedients of the art of stage | it's only & play- the actors and actresses are bly many people were unable to ninder-

fllugion up to ridicule,

“The modern revue ‘gives the show away,'|
lays bare the whole theatrical bag of tricks. i
1t toars off the masks of comedy and tragedy, |
and reveals a lot of silly people admitting |
that they are pretending to be something |
they are not. Iis scenes are laid in the |
wings, in actresses' dressing-rooms, in man-
sgers’ offices, outside stage doors. Its jokes
are Hamlet smoking a gold-tipped cigarette |
and rain bel
public wise

quite nice people, we have heard, in private |

| life, and the nuthor a perfect gentleman — |

and who cares twopence about the fine points
of dramatic art in war time, anyway?
“Clenrly, the public wifl not take the drama |
seriously if dramatists do not take the drama |
seriously themselves. And if the ‘legitimate’
stags begins to pander to the new revue |
spirit by throwing up the sponge in full view
of the andience, the serious lover of the

g rattled in a box. It ‘puts the | drama may as well sit at home and entertain
and insinuates that the spec- | himself as best he can with a kahidn!cope."i

Samuel

Butler

T 1S a very commanplac‘c thing to say
that Fame comes most often in the
footsteps of Death. Perhaps it is the

diffusion of intelligence that has changed
all that; at any rate, it is true in modern
times that few potentially big figures of
literature get through an entire lifetime
without some notice from the hunters of
new sensations. There are excepticns, of
course, and Samuel Butler was one of
them. Not the Samuel Butler who wrote
“Hudibras,” which is mentioned in all the
texthooks but which doubtless few persons
¢ er read. Tt is another Butler who con-
cerns this writing, a Butler who died in
1902 in much the same circumstances as
that sweet lady of whom Wordsworth
wrote—“And few could know when Lucy
ceased to be”

Despite all this strange obscurity, the
name of Samuel Butler has become the
ghining centre of what might almost be
called a new literary cult. There are few
now even among the second rank of ob-
pervers who are not able to give the names

cule of Butler that the ofttimes brazen |

literary attack of Shaw seldom presents.

The extent to which the Butler cult has |
spread may be evidenced by the number of
| the persons who are beginning to quarre! |'
| about him. g
|
Dr. Phelps is a little shocked by him, by |
|the Butlerian attack on “professing |
Christians,” but he concludes, “although 1/
| firmly believe this is a diabolical novel, l|
think it will prove to be of good service to |

| Christianity.”

T IS strange therefore to find John But
FI ler Yeats, who went to school with[
| Butler, saying in “The Seven Arts”: “It
iz not true that Butler had talent. To be|
« painter after the manner of John Bellini |
was for years the passion of his life. It
was vain: he had no talent.” But Yeats is
kinder to his old schoolfeHow in the follow- |
ing picture he has drawn of him:
“He slways occupied one place in the |
school chosen so that he could be as ctosel

stand, but which to many others had a
particular fascination.” This is the opin-
jon of a writer, A. L. Baldry, in “The In-
ternational Studio,” who continues:

uArtistically he (Mr. Waterhouse) belonged
te a world of his own creation, and he peo-
pled this world with a type of humanity that
was very rightly related to its surroundings.
These heings, the produet of his fancy, lived
in an atmosphere of romance and kept striet-

ly aloof from the materialism of modern ex-

istence; they were invested with an air of | ¥

dainty melancholy, which, however, was not |
allowed to degenerate into moerhidity, and
they roamed shady

languorously through

groves or in fields starred with flowers. No
hint of stress or struggle, no jarring note of [ moved placidly and followed a peaceful poetic sense that he rose to the position|Crowley, in the current issue of “Vanity life”: '
violent emotion, broke the quiet of this' course, and in which dream people played ' which he oceupied in British art.” Fair,” offers a saner explanation. His Johnnie get your gun, get your gun, gt
" : ' un’
view of the rationale of the matter s

J. W. WATERHOUSE, R. A.

nurtésy of The International Studio

world; it wans a place apart in which life

3 The Art _ofulc\/l_;'. Waterﬁouse

|

their appointed parts with no thought for
the strenuous realitica which seethe beyond
its boundaries.

“Yeét this gentle, restful art was never
'wanting in dramatie significance. One of the
best characteristics of Mr. Waterhouse's work
was its power to carry convietion and to tell
ita story persuasively, and one of its finest
qualities was the subtlety with which the
dramatie point of the subject chosen was
brought out. Neor was there any lack of foree
in the manner of his pictorial statement. As |
a craftsman in art he was admirably acecom- |
plished, and his direct, expressive method of
handling was of the greatest possible assist-
ance to him in the working out of his piet-
ures. A bloodless, tentative technique, an un-
decided mode of dealing with executive prob-
lema, would have robbed his imsginings of
half their authority and would have taken the
meaning out of his art—sureness of touch
and thorough control over the processes of
painting are never more necessary than when
the artist seeks to make credible a delicate
rhstraction or to convey to others subtleties
of sentiment.”

In the opinion of Mr. Baldry, this art-
ist's claim to be counted among the best
of the modern romanticist painters cannot
be contested, “for he had in a very high
degree the capacity to invest his paintings
with the right atmosphere of poetic sug-
gestion, and it was on the strength of his

Current War Poetry

The Man in the Trench

AN you not hear me, young man in
the street?
Is it nothing to you who pass by,

roam?

[ From here T watch you, through the driv- nioht. and the “ready”

ing sleet,
Under the evening sky,
Hurrying home.
Home!—how the word sounds like a bell—
I wonder can vou know, as I know well,
That in this trench
Of death and stench
I stand between your home and hell.

1 am the roof that shields you from the
weather,

of everything Butler wrote without once|ss possible to the medel and might pninti] am the gate that keeps the brigand back,
| with small brushes his kind of John Bellini| When pillage, fire, and murder come to- There is a delicate freshness in the air,

including “Hudibras,” though it is Will-
jam Lyvon Phelps who confesses to a re-
version to that volume when he first heard

Butler's name.

HE encyclopmedias have little to say
T about him—even the Britannica,
which somewhere now bears the charge of
propaganda for English culture. How-
ever, it does tell that he went to Cam-
bridge; that he was intended for the
ghurch, but that his opinions were too
much for the intention, so he sailed to New

Zealand and made a modest competence |

raising sheep—a competence which in

quite the most approved literary manner |

he later lost in bad investments. But the
New Zealand memories were destined to
live on and later formed the basis for one
of Butler's best known satires, “Erewhon,”
&n ironic picture of England, but it is
“The Way of All Flesh” which has left
the greatest impression on the literary
minded of to-day, due no doubt to the in-
dignant reminder that Shaw gave the
ignorznt in his preface to “Major Bar-
bara':

“It drives one slmost to despair of Eng-
lish literature when one sees so extraordi-
pary a study of English life as Butler's
posthumous ‘Way of All Flesh' making so
little impression that when,
later, | produce plays in which Butler's ex-
“s=ordinarily fresh, free and future-piercing
snggestions have an ohvious share I am met
with nothing but wvague eacklings about
Jbsen and Nietzxche. Really, the
English do not deserve to have great men."

“T" E WAY OF ALL FLESH" is prob-

ably the model on which most young '

Englizh novelists, such as Coningshy Daw-
son, Compton Mackenzie, Hugh Walpole,
J. D. Beresford and W. L. George, have
produced stories of youthful reaction
against some phases of their life and
spiritual evolution in the slums of London.
But what distinguishes Butler is lacking
in most of his unprofessing followers: an
attack, that is no less terrific for belng
subtle and hidden, on the hypocrisy of the
Church and of eertain types of virtuous
people in England. Butler taught Shaw
the manner of it, byt for all the brillianey
of the discipline it is possible to find an in-
gallectusl enjoyment in the disguised ridi-

some years |

art. There he would stand very intent and
mostly quite silent, intent also on our
casual conversation, watchful for the mo-

ment when he could make some sally of wit
that would crush his vietim.

“He had thick eyebrows and gray eyes—
lor were they light hazel? These eyes would
sometimes look tired as he plied his hope-
|less task of learning how to paint. But the
|discovery of any mental slavery or insin-
cerity among our band of studenta would
bring a dangerous light into them, and he
would say things that perhaps hurt vel')?r
much men who were sbsolutely sincere,
however mistaken.

“Then Butler, who respected, as he often
told me, every kind of sineerity, would hum-
ble himself and make apologies that were
not always mecepted, and in the gray eyes,
like u little fire on a cold hearth, I would
inee & melting kindness that it must have
| been hard to resist.”

| YT IS Willard Huntington Wright, lit-
erary editor of “The New York
| Evening Mail,” who appears among the
' early critics to throw doubt upon the be-
| lfeving ones. Mr. Wright, who views But-
ler from the vantage point of a standard-
ized msthetle theory, declares:
“He certainly has written nothing to jus-
tify the preposterous eulogy which has been
\heaped upon him.  Butler was s shallow
|thinker and an inept novelist, and his posi-
|tion in modern literature was merely that of
'a ploneer satirist.  Shaw was his ardent
| diseiple and Imitator; and it is one of the
| proverblal ironies of fate that the lesser
man should have schieved the greater glory.
{ Judged purely as a work of art ‘The
' Way of All Flesh' iz a distinetly second-rate
performance.”

| As against the thumbs down of Mr.

Wright is the jhdgment of Francis
Hackett, expressed in an introduction to a
new edition of “Erewhon.” It is of “Ere-
whon” that Mr. Hackett says: “It is not
an impeccable work, but so long as vision
upens life and wisdom quickens it, o long
as sympathy quickens life and humor cor-
rects it, ‘Erewhon’ will have its commis-
sion.”

As for the reader, he may have hin

gether,

Why did I come? T ask not, nor repent;

Something blazed up inside me, and 1
went.,

The khaki fringe is frayed, and now a
rent

{ Who down the dim-lit ways in thousands  noods men—needs men, and T am almost

spent,
&0 sleep
well, my friend
The guns again are going i I must

stick it to the end.
—Jameg Bernard Fagan, in The Lon-
don Daily Te .’r'r];'npi'r.

Next Morning
[
TU-I];\Y the sun shines bright,
The skies are fair;

Which, like a nimble sprite,

I see from here the path by which we came,
The tumbled soil, the shatter'd trees are
there:
And there, in desolation sleeping,
Almost too pitiful for weeping,
The little village—once the home of men!
Aye, the whole scena is there, -
As desperate in its abandonment,
As melancholy-wild and savage-bare
As then:—but somehow in this warm,
bright air
1t all seems different!
The same, and yet I know it not!

I1

Thus much 1 see.—But there's a spot
That's hidden from mine eyes.

| Beliind the ruin'd church it lies,

Where gaping vaults, beneath the nave,
Have made a dreadful kind of cave;

I am the wall that saves your home from Tjsth play upon my cheek and lift my hair.i And there before the cavern's mouth

sack.

Man! when you look upon the girl you
prize,

Can you imagine horror in those eyes?

You have not seen, you cannot under-
stand,

This trench is England, all this ruined
land

Is where you wander, street, or field, or
strand, |

Save for God's grace, and for the guns
that rest |

Upon this dripping mudbank of the west, |

Our blood has stained your threshold—
will you stain !

Your soul, give nothing and take all our
gain?

And, as I look about me, lo!
I seea world I do not know!
As though some soft celestial beam,
Some clean and wholesome grace,
Had purgéd half the horror of the place
To a strange beauty.—Was it, then, a

dream,
That ghoatly march but yestornight,
Deneath the moon's uncertain light,

When ehill at heart we picked ourway

Through dreadful, silent things, that
lny

About our path on either hand?

Was it a dream? Is this the self-same land,

The land we pass'd through then?

How strange it seems!—Yet 'tis the
same!

A dark and stagnant pool is spread,

So ailent and so still!
[ saw it last ©* th’ pale moonlight;
And I could think that shapes uncouth
Crept from that cave at dead of night
With ghoulish gtealth, to feast their fill
Upon the pale and huddled dead!

Yet now,

Haply, beneath this warm sunlight,
Even that fearsome pool is bright

Under the cavern's brow!
So outward-fair, that few might guess
The secret of its loathsomeness,
Nor know what nameless things are done
There, with the setting of the sun!

—E. A, Wodehouse {2d Lieut, Scots

Guards) in Fortnightly Review.

The
Baitlefield of The Marne

A Year After

Bwv AvtLen TUCKER

LAGS in the field,

Flags, flags and flags?
Blowing straight out 1 the bright wind;
Blowing straight out over the green graves;
Blowing stratght out by the white crosses
The fields rest
The sheep graze.
The birds fly yellow into the level sun,
And the flags, the flags f_nfw;'rrm,;a‘-rf.ﬂut,
Blue, white and red;
Straight to the East,
Str .-:_d.'! against the ,’M.
(ray, [ree, and fierce—
With the terrible Hefiance of the dead

Decoratvans by Wogh Fernag

choice,

—From Vanity Fair

S

Sir Walter Scott

IR WALTER SCOTT, Scottish poet¥
and novelist, was born at Edinburgh
on the 15th of August, 17‘11—-148;

years ago. In his own fragmentary biog-

|rnphy he gave his pedigree, as follows:
“My birth was neither distinguished nor | Resounded up the rocky way,
'sordid. Aceording to the prejudices of my | And faint, from further

IWere heard thé clanging hoot .:m..

country, it was esteemed gentle, as | was
connected, though remotely, with ancient
tamilies on both my father's and mother's
side. My father's grandfather was Walter
Scott, well-known by the name of Beardie.
He was the second son of Walter Scott, first |
laird of Raeburn, who was the third son of
Sir William Scott and the grandson of Wal-
ter Scott, commonly called in tradition Auld|
Watt of Harden. [ am, therefore, lineally
descended from that ancient chieftain and |
from his fair dame, the Flower of Yar-

row i

| Willli;m Minto, in his biographical ' A moment gazed adown the dale,

sketch of Sir Walter Scott, says:

“It was as a poet that he first made his
literary reputation. ‘The Lay of the Last
Minstrel' appeared in January, 1805, and at
once became widely popular. It sold more
rapidly than poem had ever sold before. |

The success of the ‘Lay’ decided
finally that literature was to be the main,
business of Scott's life. ‘The Lady
of the Lake' (May, 1810) was received with
enthusiasm, It made the Perthshire high-
lunds fashionable for tourists and raised
the post-horse duty in Scotland. Seott died
in Tweedsside at Abbotsford on the 2lst of
September, 1832,

“Besides being a poet and novelist, he was

| Then, as the headmost foes appeared

s

And deep his midnight i
In lone Glenartuey':hh::: ::‘..ﬁ'
But when the sun his beacon ”'
Had kindled on Benvoirlich's
The deep-mouthed bloodhounds®

heary bay

n

AS Chief, who hears his warder

“To arms! The foeman o
wall!” Horm %
The antlered monarch of the waste
Sprang from his heathery couch in haste,
But ere his fleeting career he
The dewdrops from his flanks h‘.“*:
Like crested leader proud and high
Tossed his beamed frontlet to the aky;

A moment sniffed the tainted gale,
A moment listened to the ery,
That thickened as the chase drew nigh;

With one brave bound the copse he clea
And, stretching forward free and far
Sought the wild heaths of Usm-Var,

111
YELLED on the view the opening
Rock, cleft and cavern paid

back;
To many a mingled sound at once
The awakened mountain gave response,
A hundred dogs bayed deep and strong,

<heriff-deputy of Selkirkshire, clerk of ses- | Clattered & hundred steeds along,
sions, hospital laird, publisher and printer,| Their peal the merry howns rung #ut,
and miscellaneous man of letters. His writ-{ 4 y,ndreq voices joined the shout;

ings include ballads, poems, the w“"'”'With hark and whoop and wild hu'“.

. i Li Napo- | f
;“:;:E':; translations and a ‘Life of Napo :No rest Benvoirlich's echoes knew,
eon.

g 1o Far from the tumult fled the roe
| A portion of the first canto of Scott's 3 3
g Lake” is here re- | Close in her covert cowered the doe,
;‘:ﬂ’:' i: Lady:af'toe 3 * | The falcon, from her cairn on high,

Cast on the rout a wandering eye,
' The Lady of the Lake i Till far beyond her piercing ken
The hurricane had swept the glen.
1 Faint, and more faint, its failing din
HE stag at eve had drunk his fill, Returned from cavern, cliffs and linn,

Where danced the moon on Monan's | And silence settled, wide and still,
rill, On the lone wood and mighty hill,
—

Star-Spangled Banner

M | with the desired meaning: English is hoby
Great American People, now

| deficient in ‘short’ syllables.”

Mr. Crowley concludes by calling st
that the United States is at war, tion to the contemporary recruiting mg
try—and fail—to sing their national an- “Over There,” by lh,f"' “really grest
them. It has been admitted that no one  Ge€OTE® M. Cohan” This Schissi
knows the words. But the result is equally | Which follows, Mr. ( rowley s pleas b
inarticulate when the words are printed on | hold up as & "masterpiece, recently nah
the programme, as they were at the re- |
cent series of Civie Concerts. Aleister

|

THE CHASE

!
T

ANY people have remarked the
shame-faced way in which the

by Miss Nora Bayes “an essential
of every cultivated New Yorker's bme

Tske it on the run, on the run, on the m:

| Hear them calling you and me,

Every son of liberty; »

Hurry right away, no delay, go to-day,

Make your daddy glad, to have such a b

Tell your sweetheart not to pine,

| 'To be proud her bay's in line.
Chorus

Owver there, over there,

Send the word, send the word, over thew

That the Yanks are coming, the Yankns

ecoming,

| The diums rum-tumming, ev'rywhere.

| So prepare, say a pray'r,

Send the word, send the word, to bewam

We'll be over, we're coming over,

And we won't come back till it's over,

Over there, over there.

Johnnie get your gun, get your gum, pet !

gun;

|Johnnie show the Hun you're x son of 8%

Hoist the flug and let her fly,

Yankee Doodle, do or die;

Pack your little kit, show your grit, 4o

follows:

“America has a tremendous tune—one of
1 the most stirring ever writter, (Now eredited
| beyond doubt to John Stafford Smith, Glou-
| cester, 1760, London 1802,—a melody well
!knuwn in this country during Revolutionary
|days, when various texts were sung to it.)

But Franels Scott Key (September 14, 1814)
Iwrote in the then highly popular lilt of
|'"Know ye the land where the cypress and

myrtla are emblems of deeds that are done
!'m their clime? and he spoiled the whole
ithing—and over and over again—by putting

in a long sylishle where he most needed a
thort one.

“'0, say can you see by the dawn's early
| light' iz al! right but for ‘dawn’'s early’ which
I has to be pronounced ‘dawnsily” if it is to be
!properly sung. ‘O, say can you see at the
i dawn of the light' would go perfectly. This
is not a very bad place; an effort will take
| you over it; but worse follows, ‘"Whose broad
| stripes and bright stars’ is six long syllables.
| Whose stripes and whose stars is a little

bit;
| better; but the ‘whose’ is always too long g ¢
- oy et - rom the towns
especially before a double or triple consonant. \mﬂ:‘h: .“ll.'ok’l‘ht' g o i

Sing it 'O standard of stars’ or 'O banner of |
stars' and there would be no difficulty.
“Again, the line ending ‘half conceals, half |
discloses’ asks too much of the breath. You|
have to sing ‘—ceals, half discl’ in the same
time as you would take to sing ‘daintily.! |
“‘As it blows, covers up or discloses’' is al

Make your mother proud of you,

And the old Red, White and Blue.
Chorus

Over there, over there, otc

“Artistic Stimulators” |

good deal easier.

e B f ;
What & swollen-tongue feeling one gets 5"3 PLEA for .‘hc : {p.;‘.-::tb:.
trying to sing even 'Their blood has washed | day American aresss 9

out their foul footsteps' pollution.' Always tive pntronugc‘is_ rr.mrie by B
the same trouble of too many consonants. Try | de Meyer in “Vanity Fair,” accomp
‘The boss has amended the bad resolution’and | by the plaint that American men of wes
it might be uppointed for use in Tammany |spend hundreds of millions of do!lﬁl_'
Hall as a Democratic rallying song. incquiring the art of bygone days, W&
“Something of the sort occurs in nearly does not encourage a truly national B
every lire of this blessed hymn of ours, but | can art. He continues:
the best choral steeplechaser ever foaled is| A young artist in this countsy must 607

L
Gainsborough.
tapestries, or furniture, or

bound to come down over the Heaven-rescued | face starvation or else consent to ‘n
?l'“d fence.  ‘Vnr’ and ‘dl" are not happy  art to commercial purposes; which is only ¥
|camh1nnt:?ns for the people who objected to | othar way of saying that he must lowe ¥
|the Russian offensive because it obliged | standards and ideals 50 s to bring thet
i?hcmbt:o try to say Przemysl. ‘Heavenly land' | the level on which they are likaly to e
jisal it nearer the mark. This is not to say | o the taste of the uninspired public.
| that ‘heavenly’ is the right word to use; it is| “Hundreds of millions of dollars sre

not the word, as a matter of fact, that I|overy year by American ‘patrons’ in

should use. And surely it is better to wait masterpieces of bygone days:

-fo! & commission from the President to set| Fragona or & Duchess of Devonshir &

Ithu whale jumble right. Quite enough now or landscapes by !

for us to amend the sound without attention objets d'arh ']

1 1o the sanssl old prints, marbles and silverware. - * ¢
Observe that even ‘star-spangled’ itself is |is a splendid work to fill our goileries ¥

a little difcult, especially before ‘banner.|these valuable tressures, but wouldit
"'R'F- and 'n‘l' and 'db' constitute a formid- gven more splendid if one could induce
| able network of barbed wire entanglements art-patron millianaires occasionally t
| for most voices. ‘Star-bestrewn’ would be s |investments in masterpieces of absolutt
| little better, but not much. {‘Spangled’ is a | intrinsic value snd persuade them rathet
{ dreadfully tinselly word, suggesting a cireus, | use such sums for the eneonrmﬂ““
anyhow.) Probably there isn’t a perfect word | truly American nationsl art™

Mmzn'mm-—Waschnnskuwhare

URELY some of the adventuregome spirits who brave the crowds ‘:ﬂf:
13

S ~sinoke and the love-making to ride on top the 'bus these het nigh lisod
preciate the following (typical?) conversation caught and im '
by “The Soil": |
- “Dit cher gif 'im moneh f' der fare?” “Sure I gif 'im—{" von, you should »7 |
“MMZNMM" Condocktare, how far goes der bus donton? “MMNNZN" Der ‘;
puneh makes lots o’ moneh t'day “MMMZNN" Vy n' cher git ah front set, ve Kid
bedder “NZMMMM" He goes fast t'day, look &' Fricks oreddy “NNNNZM
der steel bisniss has der percentidge “ZZZMMN" I tink 1 go''n o
ven, U

“MNZZZZ" Naw, naw, wholsel, wholsel, not retel “NMMzZMZ" Ul
“ZMZMZN" Cholie knows der line, he got Murphy's list “NMZNN
it over 'n my mind “WASCHNNSKUWHARE.” -

*




